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AT THE REFUGE.

No, dear, 1 caninot bc iînurr), nmy hecart is heavy to*nighit
l've been to the Refuge, Charlic, and seen such a wacfuil siglit:
A sighit that vili haunit in> drcarns, dent, and iany a waking hour,
And oh ! 1 have had ta listcn ta sud-i %words of scathing powver
Frarn lips tlîat wcre pale witiî the pallor and dry with thc droughit of

death-
WVords rather gasped than bpoken, faint %vith tlit. fadling breath,
WoT rds in my heart that wiIl echo for inan>' a day ta corne,
%lhcn the voicc that so féebl) spokc thcm, in thc silence of death is dumb.
0f course you reinember Alice, the neat little parlour-înaid
WeT brouglit w~ith us here ta Alcolton, so innocent, mild, and staid,
Sa pretty too, ah, too prctty, for one in lier humble sphere.
My fears %vere too wvell groundcd, lier hcauty lias cost hier dear.
You remeînber the wvay she left us, 1 cannot forget that night
%Viien she_ came nor, anid anxiouis wvaiting deepened at length to fright,
%%'leu norning brouglit no tidings, though every mens in vain
We ti-ied, as you know, no trace of the missing one couid we gain;
Fromi that Sundav night when she left us no word heard I ever more
0f the l-'st girl, truly niourned for, till to-day at the Refnge door,
Yes, 'twa, she, little Alice Moran, so innocent once and gay,
1 saw ta the Refuge broughit trai the caunty gaol to-day.
As I camne ta the door 1 saw the prison van standir g thôre,
And a fezebie oId waoman, as I thougbt, hielped out with ri'itioiis care.

Iwas dear Mrs. Stanley brouglit hier; 1 hastened ta lend my aîd,
Between us we managed ta get hier on the Board-room sofa laid.
1 thought she was dying surely as 1 looked an the haggard face,
So wan and drawn, that of beauty or youth retained no trace.
It pained nie ta sec the sufféring of any ane brought so low,
Thougli that 1 liad ever scen lier, I did flot, I could flot know;
But she knev mie, and 'twas seeing nie suddenly, unprepared,
That the spark of lite froni the feeble trame had s0 nearly scared,
For at last slîe revived a liiule, and ta thank. us the poor thing tried,
But the weak wards ivere choked with sobhing as like a cbild she, cried,
'lhen wlîo she ivas, whcn she told me, I could flot believe at first-
"lNo wandcr," she said-no wandcr indeed, for the thing accurst
Had murdered another victim, had ruincd just one lite more.
Iwas only thc conimon star>', told often and often betore;

Vanity, conîpany-kccping, dress, drinking, temptation, tali,
Desertion, starvation, the streets, and the prison cnding ail.
"And oh, iîîa'ain," she gasped, as she whispered with pain and heart-

rending talc,
"'Uhe irst drop of dritik that I tasted was where you sent mc for aie
Mister Perry himself, the awncr of that handsonîe corner shop,
W'ith ' Lirensed ta seli' above it, irst prcssed me ta try a drap
0f cherry brandy ane cald day, hie said 1 just ta nmake nie warnî,
A drap on a lump of sugar, dtat nîuch couid do no harm.'
1 tasted it, liked it, lavcd it soon with a burning crave,
And spent an it every penny that tram nîy dress I could save.
Yau rernember, na'am, how untidy, how careless and dull I grew,
Whiat trouble 1 ofien caused you-the reason you little knew;
How I used ta dress ont in the cveniflg, sa slovenly ail the day,
And when you sent me an errands how long I wouid be away I
But nîost on the Sunday evenings, when sa kindly yau sent me out
' For a ival1z -oh, those Sunday outings, what romn they bring about!
Oh, ma'ar, 'tis the spirit-gracers and the Sunday cake-shop treats
'rhat bring so many a girl likc mie ta bc wvalking the streets 1
Mare harmi is donc on God's day, ma'am, than in ail the rest of the week.
Oh ! well, too well I knowv it-rom bitter experience I speak."
'lhen she told me bier own sad story. 1 listened with face that burned
And lieart that ached as shc told me it was in my house she learncd
l'o love that which caused lier roin the muin of body and soul;
And I vowcd as I listened that flanc over whorn I possessed contraI
Should an errand of mine ever enter a sbap wherc strong drink is sold.
And thaï: is flot ail, dear Charlie, there is samething else ta be told.
1 made poar Alice a promise-a solemn promise--to-day
That 1 wvould become an abstainer-'m sure, dear, you won't say fiay ,
1 said 1 wauld sign the pledge for the tcrnpted wcak anes sake,
And ta showv Fim in thorough earnest the bloc ribbon I mean ta take.

ABSTINFNTIA, in Teinperance Recrord.

EVA.-A TRUE STORY.
BW MRS. E. J. RICHMOND.

Sa, Kate, you are botind to nmarry the handsonc young fcllow who bas
been haunting you of latc ? I)arc you?

"What do you incin, Eva %Veller ?"
IVill you irarry Sternberge ? Dare you ? Do you undcrstand nie

now ?"
Yes, Lva, 1 w'ill and 1 shall. D)o yoli comprehiend fhat P,
Yes, dnrling; but-but-"
But what ? youi provoking unIte tease."

I arn afraid for you, my Kate, I love you so ; and if any~ ce'il should
came ta you, it îvould break my ""-art."1

"What harm can corne tram my marrying the mani 1 love ?"
1I arn afraid tliat ho loves wine better than hie does yau, Katie."
Nonsense," raid Kate, thoughi the flush on lier cheek deepened. "And

Ihad corne over this ver>' morning ta ask you ta be my> bridesmaid. I arn
ta be married next îveek, Eva. And I love IHermann sa much, that 1
would marry buii if lie were blind, a cripple, or a drunkard in the ditcb."
And lier dark cycs laslicd with a fire that said plainer than words, IlThe
die is cast'"

Eva sighed as she ans'vered, Il0f course I will be your bridesmaid, my>
Kate. Notbing shaîl ever disturb our friendsbip.

IlAnd Hermann wants Max Reifenberg for groonismafi. Has my Eva
anything ta say against this FI

1No, Kate; children should be allowed ta have their own way at this
anc important period," said Eva, with a vivid blush.

IlThe wedding day was a cloudless one. Sunshine and flowers bright-
ened it, and Eva forgot bier fears in the devotion of bier handsome attend-
ant. Indeed more than anc of the guests whispered, IlWe shall have an-
other wedding soon, sec."~

And for once the gassips were correct. Six months later, Eva Weller
gave hier hand ta bum who already liad stolen bier heart. Max Reifcnberg
was yaung, handsorne, witb a nobIè torm, and a snug little fortune.

Eva was a beauty ; everybody admittcd this ; but bier beauty was flot
lier greatest charni. There was an indescribable grace about hier that en-
thrailed you, wbile the spirit that flashed frorniber beautiful cyes raid plain-
er than words, I ar nfot ta be trifled with." There was a flash in this
spirit when bier bandsome young husband came in a few wveeks after bis
marriage and said:

I 1bave bought a fine hotel property vith niy moxiey, Eva. We will
make mone>' hand avei hand, and you shaîl ride in your carniage, my dear."

Eva's only answer was: "lOh, Max, how could you?
IlWbat do yau mean ?" bie asked.
dg mean that I bad not dreamed of my home being flxed in such a

place, Max-a place where drunkards are made and men are fltted for ail
sorts of c-imes."

IlWbat bias come~ over you, puss? 1 neyer drink liquar, you know, and
I wiil on>' seil ta those who can control t.hemselves," hie answered.

IlHow long will this last ?" slîe raid, under bier breath. Aloud she
said : - I will try and do the best I can, Max," but there was a sorrowful
quiver in hier voice.

He kissed the ras>', dimpled face as bie raid:
IlMy own dear wife, I ivili neyer do anything ta grieve you."
Vain promise i The first fcw years of hotel kceping were prosperous.

Mone>' came in plentifull>'. A beautitul little son came inta the hotel homne.
£va Reitenberg wvas a model landlady. Her home was sa neat>' kpt, bier
table so richly spread, that the Reifenberg House was the most re~spectable
hotel in the country. But gradual>' a change came over the scene. Buis
were sometimes presented, and no cash was ready ta meet thern. Max
Re7ifenberg began ta carry a red face and his breath ta smell of whisky.

E-va suffered un in silence for a ivbile, till she heard lier littie boy lisping
profane oaths, which hie had caught in the barroom. 'Ihen she spoke.

"You are flot doing well in your business, Max ?"
"I ain running bebind a little," and here came in an oath.
Your brcath smells of whisky,"' his ivife replied.

"Ycs, wifey. The boys taunt me for flot drinking my own liquors.
That will neyer do, you knowv."

IlAnd Rupert is Iearning the barroon slang and protanity. Vie must
gel: aut of this, Max. I can' stand it r.o Iinger."

IlWhat? and lose ail my property I I can't begin ta save wbat I put
in bere, Eva," bie answered witb encrgy.

IlI shaîl be glad ta get out alive and whole. Let the place go,"' Eva
answered. " Think of poor Kate. 11cr husbaiid is a drnkard and she
bas five little children. He has mortgaged hier beautitual home, and she
takes in îvasbing ta try ta redeeni it. Think of that."

IDon't get excited, ni> dear," Max answered cooliy.
Mrs. Reifenberg drew up bier queenly form. She w-as a grand-Iooking

woman, and Max thougbr hie bad neyer seen lier so beautiful as now.
IlYou loved me once, Max," she raid. IlNoiv you must choose be-

tween whisky and your wife. You can't have botlî. I will give you one
weck ta decide." Then she went away ta lier bus>' tasks again.

"lShe can't be in earnestsaid Max; and hie took a glass of whisky ta cheer
bis drooping spirits. He did this day after day. Eva looked bun calmiy
in tbe face. She knew ail, but raid notbing.

One week later Max found on ber dressing-tablc this note:
IlFarewell my once-loved husband. If you shouid ever corne to ilie

conclusion that you have nmade an unwise choice, it nay flot be too late."
And she was gone, she and the little flaxen-haircd Rupert. Oniy two

Irish girls ivere lcft in the great bouse, tramn wbich the light and sunsbine
scemed ta have fled forever.

Max ravedl and tare bis hair, but hie did not drink an>' more whisky.
"lhItbad cost me my wite and boy," bie raid, and a fewy days later bie

found that the thousands invested in the fine hotel property returned oni>'
hundrcds. For bie soid the botel, whicb iras hcencefortb bateful to bum,
and ixQught a prcrry cottage in bis wifc's native village.


